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E.C. Traganas 


Redemption 


Old Nick the neighbor was a nuisance. 

He would snip at her clematis vine, 

lop off overhanging branches of her peach tree, 
spatter drops of blood-red wall paint onto her yard, 
flinging chips of plaster on the overgrown ivy patch. 


He was gone now—dead, moved away— 
she wasn’t sure, but Nick was gone for good. 


And on a fine Saturday morning 

as she sat demurely sipping tea, 

gazing at the new crop of peaches 

ripe for the picking, 

the vines twisting lush new tendrils 

through the chain-link fence, 

the yard hosed down with jets of cooling water, 


she imagined all the wicked spite, 

the clever retorts left unsaid 

and thought it really wasn’t such a bad idea after all 
to just sit and wait and let her garden 

outgrow itself and bury the hatchet 

like an old bygone bone. 


Conjugal Bliss 


| hear you: joists creaking 
like arthritic knees, knotted 
and wormholed pineboards 
bending and swaying 

with the weight of your 
conscience crunching 

on your seams. 


| feel your driveling words 
drippity-dripping in my ear 

like cloying endearments. 

Rooftop shingles falling off in flakes 
of sappy tar-stained dandruff; 
rusty pipelines pumping 

through your leaking heartstream 
murmuring softly: 

Music of the spheres. 


Your pain is my pain. 

Your sagging, swollen baseline 
the gouty bulge 

of my foundation; 

your caving, crumbling walls 
the osteoporotic hump 

that props me up. 


Oh, my beloved house! 

So long as the sun shines 

on these brittle, fusty bones, 
let us grow old together, 
you andl. 


Heart of Darkness 


It was to be a foul day like any other. 
Early dawn had stained the sky a greasy pith, 
the burnt-on lard of a rusted copper skillet. 


And then it was she knew: a rumbling in her bowels 
like a timpani finale—beating sticks 
on the stretched and worn-out hide of her desires. 


“Oh, blackened life!” the singsong heartbeat pounded 
while the words wrenched the air pulling taut, 
twisting outwards in a licorice of tar. 


A winter blanket on the hardwood floor, a fetal 
membrane cradling her shrunken, scoury head, 
she raised the wooden mallet of her withered arm, 


flesh a wattling flagpole of surrender, and sensing 
the need to be a part of the Greater Scheme 
Of Things, with a stroke she unleashed all her hounds. 


Emily Bilman 


The Trenches 


A sea-sentinel, the white- 
breasted osprey deploys 

its wings as each finger- 
feather gathers warmth to glide 
on the Pacific thermals. 


In an arrow-flex, the dappled 
sea-hawk plunges to seize 
the salmon as its talons, one 
in reverse, on the hierarchical 
food-web, scale the fish. 


On the coldest shelves, 
giant squids luminesce 
and spawn at electrical 
intervals above the blind snail- 
fish congregating like seedlings. 


Sebastian Karall 


POEM FOR ANGELS 


this is your last time here. 

the records lining the walls swing lower than 

you remember. 

marilyn shows signs of aging. 

the teal booths parade their frayed foam innards. 
and it seems there’s one less beatle 

in every picture. 


you’re told stories of being pushed across 
glittery gold tables in a baby basket, 

of playing with salt shakers 

and stacking cream cups, 

and when she’d come around asking your order 
you’d look to your lap and point 

to the original. 


3 eggs — scrambled. 
bacon. 
home fries. 
fruit you won’t eat. 
rye toast. 


a bejeweled effigy of elvis 

rests over the deli counter 

where the man with the zz top beard 

stacks mile-high sandwiches and sometimes 
squeezes into the booth beside you 

to tell stories. 


an old man reads the paper 

underneath a stalwart humphrey bogart 
dressed in a sloppy rain-soaked trench coat. 
he shakes the paper. he sips coffee. 

she brings him toast. 

he brushes crumbs from his winter beard. 


she is 78 

and bringing you breakfast. 

her red shirt is stained. 

her apron is worse. 

she is blonde and beautiful. 

she shoos out some kids 

who sit down with their subway footlongs. 


someone groans that she should comp the chicken salad 


because they didn't like it. 


james dean hangs with a cigarette in his mouth. 


it lights up red. 


you picture your grandfather sitting underneath, 
the ashes of that cigarette slowly powdering his hair grey. 


you can't see behind his aviators, 
but the way he tips 

lets you know he’s a cowboy. 

in death you picture him here. 


you have a box of jam stowed away in the attic. 


small packets of raspberry, strawberry, and marmalade, 


one for every breakfast here. 
the jam is just jam. 


the jukebox is gone. 

a radio plays hits from the fifties 

over some speaker system 

with occasional ad breaks. 

the boulevard of broken dreams has been 
shoved over for a flat screen. 


the decade has shifted. 
happy days has jumped the shark. 
james dean’s been dead for a long, long time. 


HEADSCARVES IN SUMMER 


her house is full of hydrangeas. 

old and dried they slide down sweet winds from 
the cocked kitchen window and pool in the sink, 
crackling petals begging for a drink. 


her house is full of these hydrangeas 

that remind you of strangers in waiting rooms 
with hands spidery and thin 

lingering in grey clouds of memory 

waiting for a diagnosis. 

it never comes. 


when your grandfather was diagnosed with cancer 
he said in his lumbering sort of way 

“it's not over till it's over.” 

he died a few months later, 

gaunt and gangly like the hydrangeas. 

colourless and thirsty like the hydrangeas. 

but it doesn't end. 

you're in the waiting room. 

you're waiting for a diagnosis. 

waiting with strangers and staring at their hands. 


in the basement 

you uncover boxes of stuffed animals 
you forgot existed. 

smells of your dead dog. 

spider webs whispery thin 

braid into your hair 

colouring it wintery grey. 


you dust off the green bins 

stacked in the sump pump room 

and find the grave of her headscarves: 
patterns paisley, orange and bright. 
run your fingers through them, 
feeling them moist 

with cool summer basement sweat. 


you remember them damp 

and draped across her bare head. 

you see the sunlight scatter through the sweat beads 
dripping from the headscarf 

down to her forehead 

past the ridge where her eyebrows used to be. 
you walk the side of some country road 
holding her hand, 

looking for the nearest gas station 

to quench the volvo. 

you’ll never see love so strong 

as a love that keeps you 

walking for hours with 

so many monkeys on your back 

and one by her side. 


you watch as she injects needles into her stomach 
each wednesday night, 

pumping tubes of stem cells into her bloodstream 
to fix her radiated nerve damaged hands, 

fragile as hydrangeas. 


you can feel the swelling in your throat 
each time, 

like a bike wheel’s blown up inner tube 
pumping and pumping and pumping 
and wheezing out air slowly 

through unpatched holes. 


you trace the fatty lines of her scars 
across her belly 

and remember the plastic tubes 
that the doctors forgot to remove 
bursting out of her skin 

like facehuggers from alien. 

you aren’t squeamish anymore. 


old dried hydrangeas 

slowly lose their crackling petals 
to the wind 

by the cocked kitchen window. 


close the bin 
and go sit with her. 


10 


S. Abdulwasi'h Olaitan 


1st prayer—my mother who teaches me to change the pedals 
of piano-keys into the language of heaven "Arabic" 


on the flashcards: 
lion=(\)  watermelon=(~)/ — "alif & baa" 


about prayer, about the music 

lost & found, the dying lyrics in my mother's tongue 

unwear themselves... / in arabic/ 

her left fingers, wedged 

sensitively on the black crane zither 

telegraphing/... 

her right hand held the pick of water as 

i sit in front of what i remember as the first passage of heaven 
pray. she says:... in the language of paradise 

& i sing to the portrait of 

a flag held by lion, ferrying an arabic letter "!" alif 

in the left. watermelon seen, dancing to my lyrics of "" baa 
repeat after me, she says; on three 


lap cee 


alif < a-lif" "| 


baa <b-aa"" 


taa < t-aa a) 


she conjoins me with the meters of paradise glinting in her body 
at every end of the lyrics— 
my tongue touches her tongue's sweet prayer. 
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what spoiled this poem is the alarm of loss 


this is how every prayer starts: ”ya Allah!"' my village's devout men would 
say O’ father’ making their hands the confluence of supplications— 
connecting each drop of tears to heaven. their voices rising like hymns at 
break of day, i see their prayers sprouting like flowers in the orchard of 
heart rooted deep in faith, they marry their watery eyelids to the liners in 
their palms but my mother forgets these formalities. instead, her tears are 
saddle with bridges of that public song, her suffering from losing her 
stamen to the rain is almost three times as great as a day's misery. while 
sitting on her knees, she is searching for words. words that best capture a 
broken plea poised to burst from her quivering lips. father was on his 
cushion. no, on his bed. no, in the backyard. yes—finding a perfect place in 
the vast expanse of the sky to bury his curious tears but he couldn't help it. 
he couldn't hide behind the proverb; ‘be a man' as nature's beauty moves 
his inner testament to weep. tears broke upon his gazing at a star falling off 
the portrait of a single-mother sky. mother changes her position. she lets 
her tears flow from her prayer. yusuf is at the front gate of heaven where 
prayer is better off commissions: one leg walks on earth & one leg in the 
sky. mother keeps on chewing words like promise, in spite of the agony of 
loss in her voice. maybe those prayers may gather a moss and name him 
‘ko ku man’ meaning “forever resides”. God is up sitting on his throne, my 
mother is on her praying-mat seeking solace in the reign of night. i was 
looking at my brother's soul, lying downwards on the ground flat. broken & 
shredded, disoriented in the shadows. his hands are cold, my fears are 
colder. i fail to consume my fears before they sprout and devour me. i see 
some lines of poetry dying in his feet, he was like a weak cicada larva that 
can not even squirm. then, i join my mother in heart & sing along with 
her, i turn my words into prayers; 
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// “O’ father. i seek refuge in pedals 

that carry my music here. is there still healthy irish smiles 
returning to my brother's face? see. see the grace on his skin 
immigrating from its youth, please, ‘ya Allah’ resuscitate him. 
although my prayers are smaller than 

a soy sauce plate compared to my mom's 

who has lived heavens many times in your feet 

just to see your eyes, at least 

we are making our way in the familiar general trajectory”. 


in silence, i whispered my prayers low but before i could say all of them, the 
candle flickered, then broke within his absence. the joints of hope are 
dislocated. now, tell me, how can the eyes of a little young boy ever be at 
rest? my muscles are covered by the rhythm of loss, i turn my spit into 
prayers, even if they're not going to revive him at least they can walk him 
home in my stead. 


Penn Kemp 


After the Cull 


Appearing without her lamb, 

the ewe accuses me of murder. 
Mama, where’s your babe? She 
believes | know but | don’t. So 

she glares across the fence line 
separating me from green pasture. 
On the fourth day, she is back to 
grazing peacefully, eyes demurely 
focussed on grass, recovered as if 
her devotion is limited by memory. 
Mine is not. | am left unmoored in 


this open field, unmothered. Bereft. 
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Devotion 


—Dante Gabriel Rossetti’s Mary Magdalene 


Even though one hand needs to hold it 
back, | have let down my hair for you. 
But what am | doing sulking in green 
and regarding you as complicit, guilty? 
By what sunlight am | so oddly lit? 
What shadow falls across my throat? 
Why else do | clutch this emu egg to 
my heart as if it were a Philosopher’s 
Stone? And why are the sweet pink 
petals of anemone behind me four or 
sometimes five? They seem to grow 
out of my gown with its gold design. 

| am not burdened with lost love as 
this painter would depict me, mildly 
sorrowful, meekly chastising you for 
doing away with my Beloved. No. 
Rossetti seems to have confused me 
with his own little love, that redhead 
he snatched from the street and kept 
with false nostalgia for the time that 
never was. Keep your devotion simple, 
Dante. Stick to the divine as | do. Let 
art revolve in perpetual whirl the way 
fashion is ever eclipsed by eternity’s light. 


Mary Anne Griffiths 16 


What Really Happened 


the children ate unripe fruit 
because they could not wait 
for the sweetness to come 


pears rubbed the skin 
off their red mouths 
cherries were pebbles of vinegar 


and plums were the steel colour 
of bullets that later 
would rip open the sky 


Change 


—1970, Moslavina, Croatia 


When my grandmother got the refrigerator 
it was 1965. 

In vain, a nude light bulb cast 

shadowed ruts in the dirt floor. 


Every day she checked if it was running 
laying her tired face 
on the turquoise metal. 


The town people came to touch it. 
Children screeched 

and put their dead sparrows 

they were playing with 

inside it 


The next morning 
she opened it and the sparrows 
flew out into the house. 


She fussed to keep it clean 
this miracle, this life-giver 
and every night the women 
gathered at her empty fridge 
letting the fire die. 


17 


18 


Old Pine and Wind 


sometimes she slips through and you whisper to yourself 
about all the years gone by— 


the waltzes on fine nights 
other times the violent tossing and turning 


days where you stood still 
waiting under the sun 
burning for her return 


when she moves, you reach to sift her essence 
but the soft kiss dissolves into winter 

where her name is like a needle 

that sews your cold bones 

to the earth 


Cycles 


Our hands flail like startled doves 

rising into the confusion 

of mechanized insects that fill your ears. 
We are fading, melting into fright. 


In the ambulance 

they force your heart to respond. 

It calls back in a fake aria. 

Your body trembles under the volts 
of a white hydro and the brain 

a strange union of machine and amphetamine 
sees a movie of the night sky 

the very first bolt of lightning 
cutting through the primal 

oceans that will spill back 

to form life again. 
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Jennifer Wenn 20 


Crickets 


Waiting. 
Waiting and listening. 
Waiting and listening 
for an unforthcoming answer, 
for an overdue ovation, 
for an absent voice, 
with only “crickets” to be heard. 
Meaning nothing. 
Hence an implied equation: cricket = zero. 
But why? 
When did song get taken for granted, 
exuberant existence fade into a cipher? 
For you are there, untiring continuo 
on otherwise hushed summer evenings, 
needing quiet to be heard. 


Cold science points to 
calls for a mate, 
warnings to competitors, 
signals of danger, 
post-concupiscent triumph. 
But peace, attend once again, 
and find eagerness to chirp along 
when all else demurs, 
wings stridulating the night away in 
faithful application to mission, 
joy and need in expression. 


So sing, 
and may we truly hear. 


A Tunnel at Vimy 


Mid ‘30s Canadian monument perched at 
ridge-top towers over Douai plain below, 
twin pinnacles piercing sky, 
huge pedestal graced with 
names of thousands who 

vanished into war’s maw 
and statues of various meaning, 
the foremost, her head drooped in mourning, 
blind to the view for which so many perished. 


A kilometre behind her, much newer, 

the Visitor’s Centre, helpful young staff 

from home, and contextual displays, 

nestled amongst clusters of craters, 

smaller from artillery, 

bigger from miners deep underground 

planting explosives rather than 

extracting copper and coal, 

the grass here cropped by light-footed sheep 

who glide over any hibernating munitions. 

And, just behind, restored trenches, 
sandbags now concrete; 

the two sides here shockingly close, 

near enough to wave hello 

(or goodbye). 


Here also is the tunnel tour’s start, 
through a locked door and 

down, ingested by a reclaimed, 

tiny portion of the original labyrinth, 
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tourist-smooth underfoot, far better lit now, 
(unrestored, ungentrified side passage 
hints at original rugged darkness) 
but chalky walls still exude dank and cool; 
the miner’s domain many metres lower still. 
Today—only us twelve slipping by ghosts; 
in April 1917—many, many more, jammed in, 
waiting for their throw of the dice 
against the unconquered heights, 
awash with memories of months of preparation, 
from night raids to a replica battlefield; 
waiting along seven kilometres of front, 
awash with memories of homes 
from Victoria to Truro, 

Montreal to Winnipeg, 

London to Regina, 
this tunnel echoing then with stories of 
Toronto, Edmonton and beyond; 
waiting hour after hour after hour 
amidst artillery’s unending crumps 
reverberating through the chalk; 
waiting, and leaving a mark, 
inscribed names (HAYLER all caps and bold) 
and symbols (over there a simple maple leaf), 
all with one message: | was here, | mattered; 
waiting to explode into a broken world of 
mud and blood, barbed wire and 
bullets impaling the snow and sleet 


while this day’s foe were shrouded in 

their own tunnels and trenches under a 

hail of shells dubbed the Week of Suffering; 

all awaiting fate’s verdict, some to 

become a name ona monument wall, 
or ona headstone, 

or remembered by one saying only 
Known Unto God, 

others to survive this day 

(perhaps wounded in body or soul), 

those in our tunnel to be 

hailed as victors. 


Back in the grey light we wander 
maimed terrain, now with a coverlet of Nature 
to soften lurking agony, 
finding the well-kept cemetery quiet, no other visitors, 
only bees peacefully circulating amongst 
fresh clover between the graves, 
gathering precious nectar and spreading new life. 


Rhonda Melanson 


Anne Frank on Missing the Moon 


—Tuesday, June 13, 1944 


| try to get a good look at the moon 


how | long 
to see 

the night 
face to face 


but | can't 
risk opening 
my world 
beyond 


my dusty 
dirt-caked 
window. 


Instead, | daydream soft landings 


the uncanny 
ability 
to float 


above 

my rat-infested 
nervous 

house 
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my Luna’s 
eyes, sink 
in sorrow 


reflect the glow I'll never see. 
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A Fired Memory 


She was a starry-eyed victim 
plump for the choosing 


and once he'd knocked her to the ground, 
would eclipse his speckled moon face 


over hers, his orange freckles 
her constellation of panic 


and with her arms pinned, she became 
a dot-to-dot stick girl, traced over and over. 


These sticking points in a scary orbit 
| would tell her now she should soar past— 


fire the memory of him to the moon, baby 
to the moon. 


On the Last Day of the World 


I'll hold close my talismans. Snuggle next 

to your furnace body. In these fading 
moments, I'll squeeze your strong tanned 

hand like | did when we flew over the St. 
Lawrence. Remember how that rocked our 
world? Thinking how every small catastrophe 
would eventually smooth out, how every linear 
path would trod on for a ridiculous forever? 


We didn't see the warning signs. Too busy 
stargazing the controlled blaze in our gas 
fireplace. Hard to imagine how it could all 
go defunct in a flick of a flame. Replaced 
with an eruption, a conflagration, a signal 


to start sipping on our favourite red wine, 
the smoothest our tongues have touched. 
Chilled, warm, hot like the turbulence ahead. 
We marvel at how spirited embers mix with 
firework sky, consider how tempting it might 
be to rejoice or even giggle. The levity we can 
only imagine. The anxiety contained within 
fear's fishbowl condensates, drips straight. 
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Children's Ward 


She's used to the stethoscope, 
the chest crackles. 


Used to the nurses’ starched, 
concentrated smiles. 


Used to the striped pajamas, 
the oxygen tent, its flaps and zippers. 


Used to the fibs— 
Pretend you're camping! 


She won't close her eyes 
against a hissing waterfall. 


She hopes it's not a prison 
if she can see through it. 


| wonder how she'll imagine 
this place years from now. 
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\feena Chopra 


Meena Chopra 
Golden Stones in Flowing Water 1 
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Meena Chopra 
Golden Stones in Flowing Water 2 
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Meena Chopra 


Golden Stones in Flowing Water 3 
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Carrie Lee Connel 


Opiates 
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Carrie Lee Connel 
Behind the Mask 
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Gideon Durand 
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Gideon Durand 
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Binod Dawadi 
Abstract 78 
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Binod Dawadi 
Cityscape 18 
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Mikey Lees 
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Mikey Lees 
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Mikey Lees 
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Ashok Kumar Dey 
Maha kali! 
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Ashok Kumar Dey 
Maha kali II 
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Ashok Kumar Dey 
Maha Kali III 
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Ashok Kumar Dey 
Maha Kali IV 
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Andreas Gripp 
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Andreas Gripp 
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Andreas Gripp 


Andreas Gripp 


Andreas Gripp 56 


Tatanka 


—The Lakota word for Bison 


This is it 

at last: my epic about 
the bison eating 
grass, 


these Bovids 

of the Badlands, 
a saga 

bereft of length, 
a noble poet’s 
insight. 


I'll throw my 
erstwhile 
cohort 

under the bus, 
saying he 

was just as lazy 
as |, 


tatanka 

supposedly 

sketched 

on the over- 

leaf, appearing no- 
where within the frame, 
that there is nothing 
within the frame, 


which | pretentiously 
bill as ekphrastic, 

a piece of 
innovation 

to cold- 

start my career. 


Well where’s the fucking 
grass? you ask, 
querying that 

over the absent 

herd, 


my shrug 
a clear annoyance: 


the buffalo 
ate it already, 


| reply, 


had gone to look 
for more 

by the time some 
idiot with a pencil 
finally showed, 
boasting stark 

is all the rage, 


that he’d give it 
to me 

for a hundred 
if | agreed 

to his demand, 


place it within 
the pages 

of a chapbook, 
priced ata 
quarter-dollar 
by antiquarians, 


ones who pour 
their saline 
in my wounds, 


label it 

unread, creaseless, 
without a speck 

of any kind 

from front-to-back; 


ones tired 

that their city 
only has 

a single mascot, 
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the error of inter- 
change, 

no matter the 
sport or game, 


the place that’s 
overshadowed 
by Niagara, 
just north along 
the highway, 


its rumble 

the sound of 

a billion 

cloven hooves 

which scarred the land. 


Dan Welcher 60 


Touching 


| grew up among non-touchers 
People who were too shy 
too frightened 
too embarrassed 
to reach out to another person 
and touch him 


| grew up imagining a mother 
who would hold me close 
and whisper “you’re my best little boy” 
before sending me out the door to school 
But | was kept an arm’s length off, with 
“don’t be such a baby” or 
“don’t come whimpering to me” 
She thought she was making me stronger 
(Maybe it worked) 


When my grandfather (whom they say | resemble) 
turned ninety there was a party in his honor 
His three daughters and their families were there 
When he tried to speak during dessert 
giving thanks for his “wonderful children” 
he broke and began to weep 
“Oh, now...” said his second wife 
(the woman his daughters would never touch) 
and they all turned away from him 
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When you touch me 
you are touching both that five-year-old boy 
and that 90-year-old man 
Feel us quivering like week-old puppies 
Feel us shivering with undisguised delight 
Feel us rising eagerly to meet your hands 
like fast-growing asparagus in the warm June sun. 
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The Heartbeat 


“| can’t tell whether I’m feeling my heartbeat 
or her heartbeat,” you said, 
holding the dying cat in your lap. 


She had been slipping away 

through weeks of slow decline, 

refusing food and water 

until there was nothing to do but sleep and hide. 
We thought she would expire here 

quietly, peacefully 

and that we would simply find her some morning, 
still and calm and gone. 


But instead, she became confused, 
wandering and mewing 

and searching for another shelf, 

another drawer, 

another cupboard into which to crawl. 

By Saturday morning, | knew it was time 

for us to intervene. “She’s suffering,” | said 
(though we had hoped she wasn’t), 

“but she’s yours. You must decide.” 

You agreed with me. We would do it that day. 


The short trip to the vet’s was purest pain. 
Watching you caress her 

through the bars of the pet carrier; 

and hearing your sobs 

and your little words to her 

was an exercise in bearing the unbearable. 


When we arrived, the professionals took command. 


How do they do this, over and over? 
Watch people in surprisingly deeper grief 
than when their parents die? 


Then: hugs from the seasoned practitioner, 
as he delivered the already sleeping 

eight pounds of fur and love 

to your arms. 

“She’ll be gone in five minutes,” he said. 
And she was, as you tried to discern 
whether that little heart was still beating. 
But it was your heart. 

It had always been your heart. 
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John Grey 


Maisie and Big Mike 


The name is Maisie. 
It says so on her coffee-stained blue apron. 


She’s been waitress at this diner 
for thirty years. 


The truckers still flirt with her 
like they did when she was young 


only now they don’t mean it. 
Her ex moved out so long ago 


she can hardly remember him. 
She lives alone, sleeps alone. 


Her only company is an alarm clock 
that shakes her awake at four a.m., 


in time to serve the all-night drivers 
their life-blood coffee, bacon and 


eggs special with hash browns and toast. 
The name is Maisie. 


She makes enough to survive, 
to ensure there’ll always be a Maisie 


when some tired, hungry guys need one. 
There is no Maisie for the ones 
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who need some love and affection. 
There is also a Big Mike, the cook out back. 


And there’ll be a Big Mike whether 
the truckers are in need of one or not. 


And Its Opposite 


The desert makes me think of rain, 
heavy rain, 

the kind that drenches 

to the skin within moments 

and all this cactus 

has my mind indulging 

in the wettest, greenest of forest. 
The heat is reminder of cool, 

the skittering lizard, 

a reflex action 

that involves a bear | saw, 

fishing a lake 

with its paw. 

The women in this town 

would trigger images 

of the one woman in my town 
except that you are here with me. 
See. Not everything is its opposite. 
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The Cold Walk 


Always the case, 
imagining a world 
that begins with a couple 
and thinking, 
how impossible it is 
to keep things whole— 
out for a stroll, 
chilly autumn night, 
moving away from the neighborhood 
into a great absence— 
a field, 
leaning on a fence 
but propped up by moonlight, 
looking down on a valley of lights 
or up to sparse trees on a nearby hill, 
or inward, 
where a poem is being written 
by an invisible hand. 


68 


Today, the World 


Melting ice swells the sea. 

Reefs crumble like macaroons in a man’s fist. 
The city birds drive out the warblers. 

And berries on trees aren’t as sweet this year. 


For every blade of grass in want of a cloud, 
another drowns under the weight of water. 
Some flowers cup their mouths in vain. 
Others are swamped, rot and shrivel. 


We cast such a long, broad shadow 

as we bulldoze the earth. 

Spring brings new construction. 

That isn’t the intent of the earth’s turn. 


Farewell to the tundra, the floodplain, 

to the beach sand and the lakes. 

We’ll even behead a mountain if we need to. 
Or turn Eden into a housing development. 


So nature goes the way of books we no longer read, 

thoughts that haven’t occurred to us in years. 

Sometimes, it shows up in the background of old photographs. 
But we don’t know the people. Or the trees either. 


But we must have our plastics. We need these poisons. 
We make waste. And we lay to waste. 
Forests are now beggars with outstretched hands. 
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A Small Gathering of Friends 


At some point in the evening, he got talking about the transitioning of 
things, how light threads through rain, how a person can look at a red 
peony so deeply that they become the red peony. And then someone used 
the word dimensionality, and how an artist can breathe air into pigment, 
how shading is the close cousin of illumination, how rime filigrees the 
switch grass and how then the prairie winds produce the sound of a 
thousand chandeliers, though no one is there to hear it. And someone 
related this to the composition of a human tear, and a woman said that now 
she cries too easily, but does not know why. And then someone mentioned 
that it’s often easier to understand someone else than to know oneself. And 
they all agreed. And someone said how beautiful the night looked, and they 
all went out onto the terrace and watched a luminous coin of wolf moon 
climb over the houses. And a person commented that it glimmered against 
the black like an immense brass button on a police officer’s uniform, and 
someone said maybe that’s what it is, maybe that’s exactly what it is. 


So Many Words for It 


Then give me another word for it, 
you who are so good with words. 


—Joan Baez to her transitory lover 
in the misty ‘60s. 


But | could have written 

these words, too, to my mother, 
her hands above the Scrabble rack 
taut as the hawk upon the wire, 
dual drones hovered 

to extract the next 

unsuspecting vowel, 

the lounging consonant 

to sculpt the perfect word 

always for the winning score. 


Yes, she who was so good with words, 
the staccato-fire, monosyllabic 

gut punch bombs, the poly 
compounds lurking in the wings, 
always the perfect word, 

dredged from that Scrabble-centric 
talking dictionary of a brain: 


to restore, to rejuvenate, to denigrate 
to idolize, to galvanize 

to intimate, intimidate, remediate 

to engage, enrage and reassure 
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to build, to dig, to disembowel 

to invigorate, denounce, collaborate 

to dream, to ream, to hurt, deflate 
build up, let down, augment and shape 
raise up, encourage, annihilate 

to decimate 

to hold, to treasure 

to live, to love 


Oh, my dearest mother, 
she who was so good with words, 
their letters became unnecessary. 
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Something for the Rest of Us 


The sun was intense in a delft blue sky. We walked single file, following the 
curled tiles of the dried river bed, a slow-moving snake of exhausted men. 
Lizards stared unblinking from the scorched rocks. Birds hunched 
motionless, weighted by heat, torpid by design. Closer to the front, the air 
throbbed and rolled with the resonant pulse of artillery fire. The acrid 
tendrils of war seared our nostrils; the stinking, sulphured stench of human 
conflict and resistance. As darkness descended, we seized our moment, 
removed our weapons from their cases and began to play, the sound of our 
violins lifting and working the night until the percussive blossoms no longer 
stained the horizon with their crimson, and there was just the music, and 
the most beautiful, arresting sound of everyone, everywhere, listening. 


Hibah Shabkhez 73 


Uniform Unhappiness 


A vast meadow spreads out below the cliff 
Gobbling the earth as it goes, swallowing 
Bare tree and barren farm, staid street and stiff 
Timbered home. It wails a prayer, pleading 
Earnestly for things to slake a thirst born 

Of thwarted, twisted love. Unlike the crow 
Pecking crumpled poems and moving on, 
The spreading meadow never learns to show 
Disdain, never quite learns to distinguish 
What it craves, and what it will extinguish, 
Will consume simply because it exists— 


We learn from the anguish of the meadow: 
Settle for uniform unhappiness 

That lets us get on with the grim business 
Of mumbling inanities, learn to flow 
Serenely in and out of the abyss. 
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The Man in the Yellow Jumper 


There’s a man in a yellow jumper who lives across 
from our kitchen window. Every night he leaves 
his bedroom curtains open, and every night he 
sits in the same yellow jumper, in front of the 
same computer, glancing now and then at the 
same book. 


My daughter thinks that he is a GIFR—a computer 
generated background character whose life 
goes around and around in a loop whilst the rest 
of the action takes place in the foreground. 


| consider whether our friend in the yellow jumper 
is hacking a government database; playing the 
share market or making a million dollars on bitcoin, 
not simply the same old extra who always scuttled 
across the street in the old Westerns movies. 


He too, must glance across at our window and see 
the same old man, cooking bad meals, and doing the 
same old dishes, night after night—same sad meals 
and same old dishes, night after night. 


Perhaps we are both GIFs, repeating the same old 
actions, trapped in an everlasting background cycle 
from which neither of us will escape. 
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Policies of Assimilation and Integration 


A six-year-old Chinese school girl is murdering Banjo Patterson 
in the unit next door. 

Banjo Patterson is being murdered by a six-year-old Chinese 
school girl in the unit next door as she tries to assimilate 
Waltzing Matilda through her tortuous brass trumpet into her 
multicultural school repertoire— 

A metaphoric battle between a little Asian immigrant and an 
old, white man ona ten dollar note; a portrait of Australia 
from a short time ago, his consonants corrupted by accents 
from across the globe; the romance of the bush transformed 
into a cosmopolitan dreamscape where six-year-old girls 
integrate something old with something new, and murder 
both old and new poets with their tortuous brass trumpets in 
the unit next door. 
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Raking Leaves 


We gather the remnants of rust 
and the tatters of verdigris 

in anticipation of the brilliancy 

of a pristine blanket 

that glitters like quartz in asphalt. 


Each lost in one’s own thoughts 
with the rhythm of our arms. 
The scrape of metal tines on dirt, 
caught in the grass, 

a rat-tat-tat heard over the wind. 


We wonder if, this winter, 

those afflicted by war, 

scattered past their known horizons, 
will have a roof and a cozy bed, 

a soup over a fire in the grate, 

the warm embrace of a loved one 
thought irretrievably lost. 


We note this scent 

of humus is preferrable 

to that of bodies trapped in collapsed 
hills of rebar and rubble. 


A crow caws overhead, perhaps 

in search of carrion in our piles of rot. 
We imagine the murders that flutter 
in those distant lands, 
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and the others, 

just as numerous, 

that happen daily, 

while we kindly move a worm 

to the compost heap at the boundary 
of our gently sloping patch of earth. 
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Promise Me 


Standing in doorways 
blocking the flow 

of pedestrians 

from here to eternity, 

only a mis-step 

from traffic racing 

to a red light, 

or a sidestep into the sinkhole 
of bureaucratic red tape. 


We keep trying to vacate 

this nightmare cityscape 

with its vacant land 

where the psych hospital 
used to stand, 

torn down brick after brick, 
concrete jackhammered to rubble— 
at least it wasn’t a missile— 
but still, dispossessed persons 
migrate west wanting safety 
and a place of their own. 


Growing too big too fast, 

| never thought | could hate this town. 
But maybe hate is the wrong word: 
despise, abhor, detest, loathe. 


Before we’re three months 
from homeless, 


pushing our shopping carts 
of meagre possessions, 
promise me 

we'll migrate to a small town 
once and for all. 
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Karpos 


November 12, 2023—TAP Centre for Creativity 


Head-sized red grapes painted true-to-life, 
as succulent and crisp in their appearance 
as the ones we shared the day before. 


A fruit fly flits in front of our noses, 
attracted by the scent 

of cream soda in your glass. 

We share the drink, 

having wished for a nostalgic wave 

of watching Saturday morning cartoons; 
but it leaves a bitter aftertaste, 

like the now-recognized 

predation of Pepé Le Pew. 


This colours our view of the plump orange 
displayed on the next wall, 

knowing it is likely acidic and tart. 

The kiwi fruit may be mush, 

the bitter seeds sticking in our teeth. 

An over-ripe banana for King Kong. 

A lime for your pitcher of mojitos, 
needing more than a spoonful of sugar. 
Strawberries too green at the top, 

near magenta-rot at the bottom. 


Returning to the first-seen 

cluster of sweetness, 

we recognize the hand of Dionysus 
in the artist’s brushstrokes. 
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CONTRIBUTORS 


Dr. Emily Bilman is a widely published and anthologized author of poetry, 
literary essays, and short stories. Her PhD dissertation, The Psychodynamics of 
Poetry, was published by Lambert Academic in 2010. Slatkine & Cie published 
La riviére de soi (2010) in Geneva, CH. Modern Ekphrasis (2013) came out by 
Peter Lang Academic, CH. Her poetry books, A Woman by A Well (2015), 
Resilience (2015), The Threshold of Broken Waters (2018), Apperception 
(2020), The Undertow (2023) were all published by Troubador Books, UK. Her 
sonnet entitled “Pathfinder” is scheduled to arrive on the moon’s southern 
pole with a NASA time-capsule in mid-2024. See Lunar Codex: lunarcodex.com 
She blogs on her website: emiliebilman.wix.com/emily-bilman 


Meena Chopra is an award-winning, internationally known visual artist and 
poet with an unbridled passion for space, colours, forms and words. She 
has been practicing her art for decades. She was born and brought up in 
the foothills of the Himalayas, India, and now she lives in Mississauga. Her 
art has been exhibited widely in galleries in Canada, United States, England, 
and India. She is also the author of two books of poetry. 


Carrie Lee Connel, MLIS, is a fiction writer and poet living in London, 
Ontario, with her husband, poet and publisher Andreas Gripp. She has 
published three books of poetry: A Day in Pieces, Persona Grata, and 
Written In Situ (Harmonia Press). Sixteen of her short stories have been 
collected in The Bogified Manuscript: Weird and Ghostly Stories available 
from Beliveau Books. Carrie’s poems have been included in the anthologies 
Another London, Piping at the End of Days, Moon Shine, and Smitten: This is 
What Love Looks Like. She was nominated for the Pushcart Prize in 2018 
and 2020. 


Binod Dawadi, author of The Power of Words, holds a Master's degree in 
English Literature and is based in Kathmandu, Nepal. With over 1000 
anthology contributions, he aims to enlighten society through his writing. 
Binod is also deeply involved in digital photography and painting. His work 
has been showcased in prestigious exhibitions, including the International 


Art Festival in Korea in 2023. Combining literary excellence with visual 
artistry, Binod is dedicated to societal transformation through creativity. 


Ashok Kumar Dey lives in Kolkata, India. His art has been exhibited in a 
variety of countries. He has a very strong interest in symbolism and 
mythology and the abstract expressionists have had the greatest influence 
on his work. 


Gideon Durand lives in Quebec and writes short fiction as well as poetry. 
His visual art is a hybrid of photography and monochrome filters. 


John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in New 
World Writing, North Dakota Quarterly and Lost Pilots. His latest books, 
Between Two Fires, Covert, and Memory Outside The Head are available 
through Amazon. Work upcoming in California Quarterly, Seventh Quarry, 
La Presa and Doubly Mad. 


Mary Anne Griffiths lives and gardens in Ingersoll, Ontario. She has 
recently left behind a career in laboratory technology and _ physician’s 
assistant to pursue writing on a full-time basis. Wish her luck. 


Andreas Gripp resides in London, Ontario, with his wife, Carrie Lee Connel. 
He is the author of over two dozen books of poetry, including Urban 
Burlesque, You’re Dead After School, Bombs Away Dream Baby, The Lucky 
Ones, and Outré Cantata: Poems Selected and New. Poems by Andreas 
Gripp have also recently appeared in a number of anthologies including 
Poems in Response to Peril, Tamaracks: Canadian Poetry for the 21*'- 
Century, and Goodbye Billie Jean: The Meaning of Michael Jackson. He 
writes in the lyrical, People’s Poetry tradition and is presently the Director 
of Black Mallard Poetry and the editor and publisher of Synaeresis: arts + 
poetry. 


Sebastian Karall is in his fourth year of undergraduate studies at Huron 
University College, majoring in English and cultural studies and minoring in 
creative writing at Western University. He is the current editor of Huron’s 
long-standing student poetry publication, Grubstreet. His work has been 


published in previous editions of Grubstreet and Western’s AHSC 
publication, Symposium. 


Penn Kemp has been an energetic presence in literary circles since her first 
publication in 1972. Penn’s new collection, INCREMENTALLY, is up as an e- 
book and album on hempressbooks.com/authors/penn-kemp. Regular 
updates available on pennkemp.weebly.com, pennkemp.wordpress.com, 
and pennkemp.substack.com 


Mikey Lees is a self-taught artist from Harare, Zimbabwe. He draws his 
inspiration from his surroundings, so he is seldom at a loss as to what to 
draw next. Because of this, he is thankful that he was born in such a 
beautiful country. “A lifetime is not enough time to run out of sights to 
draw.” 


A graduate of Queen’s University’s Artist In The Community Education 
Program, Rhonda Melanson has been published in several print and online 
magazines. She is the author of two chapbooks: Gracenotes (Beret Days 
Press) and My Name is Mary (Alien Buddha Press). She also co-edits a 
literary blog, Uproar. 


S. Abdulwasi'h Olaitan is a Nigerian introverted poet and essayist, writing 
from a hole 54 kilometers away from Kwara State. He's a lover of God and 
of his parents. His works have been published or are forthcoming in a 
variety of literary magazines, such as The Graveyard Zine, O.P.A (Our Poetry 
Archive), Avant Appalachia e-zine, Ta Adesa Magazine, and elsewhere. 


Hibah Shabkhez is a writer in the half-yo literary tradition, an erratic 
language-learning enthusiast, and a happily eccentric photographer from 
Lahore, Pakistan. Her work has previously appeared in Pleiades, Miracle 
Monocle, Glassworks, Windsor Review, Moria, CommuterLit, and a number 
of other literary magazines. Studying life, languages, and literature from a 
comparative perspective across linguistic and cultural boundaries holds a 
particular fascination for her. Linktree: linktr.ee/HibahShabkhez 

Twitter X: @hibahshabkhez Insta: @shabkhez_hibah 


Darren Stein is an Australian poet and educator who teaches English and 
the vicissitudes of life at a public high school in Sydney. He is an advocate 
for mental health issues and the educational rights of children with Autism. 
His work has appeared in a variety of international literary journals includ- 
ing CultureCult Magazine and Going Down Swinging. He has published 3 
books of poetry: Storage Space, The Nuthouse poems, and Stop All The 
Clocks. 


David Stones is an award-winning poet and performer with some 400 
poems in print in Canada and internationally. His one-man show, Infinite 
Sequels, based on his inaugural collection of poetry, continues to charm 
audiences at festivals, theatres, and poetry events throughout Ontario 
(“brilliant and beautiful theatre’—London Free Press). His celebrated 
second collection, sfumato, has been a best seller in Canadian poetry and 
has led to a song series based on his poetic works. Show credits featuring 
David’s performance poetry include Expressions Of Love, Infinite Sequels, 
and WordSong. David’s newest collection, Essays Of Light, hits book stores 
in 2024. David lives in Stratford, Ontario, and is a proud member of the 
League of Canadian Poets, The Ontario Poetry Society, and Canadian Beat 
Poets. Website: davidstonespoet.com 


Author of the debut novel, Twelfth House, as well as Shaded Pergola, a 
collection of short poetry, E.C. Traganas has been published in a myriad of 
literary journals and enjoys a professional career as a Juilliard-trained 
concert pianist and composer. She is the founder and director of Woodside 
Writers, a literary forum based in New York City. Her website: 
elenitraganas.com. Her book, Shaded Pergola: Haiku & Other Short Poems 
With Illustrations, is available from Amazon: https://a.co/d/3twkPQE 


Dan Welcher is a composer of classical music and a poet. His published 
musical compositions, of which there are more than 150, range from opera 
to oratorio to symphonies, chamber music, choral and vocal literature, and 
wind ensemble music. A Guggenheim fellow and an award winner from the 
American Academy of Arts and Letters, he has won numerous awards for 
his music, which has been played by over 50 orchestras worldwide. He is a 
member of ASCAP, and his music is published by Theodore Presser 


Company. As a poet, he is not nearly as well-known but he has written 
hundreds of poems, taken part in numerous poetry workshops and public 
readings, and is a member of the St. Marys (Ontario) Poetry Circle and the 
Ontario Poetry Society in Canada. Several of his poems have been published 
in Canada and the United States. He has mentored workshops on poetic 
forms (the villanelle and the sestina) and is particularly interested in how 
effective contemporary poems can be written using the older forms. Now 
that he is retired from academia, he is concentrating on the literary side of 
his creative life. 


Jennifer Wenn is a trans-identified writer and speaker from London, 
Ontario. Her first poetry chapbook, A Song of Milestones, was published by 
Harmonia Press (an imprint of Beliveau Books). Her first full-size collec- 
tion, Hear Through the Silence, was published by Cyberwit. She has also 
written From Adversity to Accomplishment (a family and social history); and 
published poetry in numerous journals and anthologies including WordCity 
Literary Journal, The Ekphrastic Review, Synaeresis: arts + poetry, Journey of 
the Heart, and the anthologies Poems in Response to Peril, Dénouement, 
and Stones Beneath the Surface. She is also the proud parent of two adult 
children. Visit her website at: jenniferwennpoet.wixsite.com/home 


Fazar Wibisono was born in 1981 and is an artist currently living and 
creating in Indonesia. His art has been exhibited in Indonesia, China, India, 
United Kingdom, Germany, United States, Mexico, and other countries. 


Synaeresis: arts + poetry 
is published in London, Ontario, Canada 
by Beliveau Books 


beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home 


Check out our Black Mallard Imprint and Reading Series 


Black Mallard 


Poetry Press & Reading Series 


An Imprint of Beliveau Books 


blackmallardpoetry.wixsite.com/home 
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Synaeresis: arts + poetry 


Call for Submissions 


Synaeresis: arts + poetry is a free, digital journal, 
showcasing Canadian, American, and International poetry, visual art & photography. 
At the present time, there is no payment available 
but there are no submission or reading fees of any kind. 
The editorial staff is volunteer-oriented. 
Contributors will be able to download a free PDF of the issue 
they are in from the Beliveau Books Magazines website: 


beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/magazines 


poetry (1 to 6 poems) 
photography (1 to 6 photos) 
visual art (1 to 6 works) 


Please email your submission as a separate attachment (MS Word / jpg). 
Please include a brief bio of yourself as well 
in case your work is selected for publication. 
Email address: beliveaubooks@gmail.com 
Response time is usually within 1 week. 
THIS IS AN ONGOING CALL. THERE ARE NO DEADLINES. 


There are no particular themes in Synaeresis 
other than exceptional writing and visual art. 

The subject matter is open, though please don’t send in any work that is 
derogatory to or demeans a person’s gender, orientation, race, ethnicity, faith, etc. 
No graphic violence or pornography 
(please note that nudity and pornography are not necessarily synonymous). 
Please send only new and/or previously unpublished offerings 
(We don’t regard social media sharing as previously published). 


We welcome submissions from ALL poets & artists (though please keep in mind 
the aforementioned), and we especially encourage writing from folks 
who are IBPOC, 2SLGBTQIA+, Women, People with Disabilities, 
and Individuals who have been marginalized. 
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20 poets on the theme of finality, coda, and epilogue. 
https://blackmallardpoetry.wixsite.com/home/books 


New from Black Mallard 
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Sue Bracken 


One Goose Honking 


2024 Starling Award for Poetry 


1st Prize Winner 


New poetry by the 2024 Starling Award for Poetry winner, 
Sue Bracken! 50 pages, perfect-bound. 
https://blackmallardpoetry.wixsite.com/home/books 


Available from Black Mallard 
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Anthology of poems from 48 poets from Afterhoughts magazine 
https://blackmallardpoetry.wixsite.com/home/books 


Also Available 
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stones be neath the surface 


a poctry anthology 


| | | 
edited by andreas gripp 


A new anthology featuring 30 Ontario Poets! 
https://blackmallardpoetry.wixsite.com/home/books 


And Copies Still Available! 


Another 


‘London 


| poems from a city still searching for itself 


edited by Andreas Gripp & Carrie Lee Connel 


Y) 
sO 
GT 
O'S 
GS 6 
8 ap 
2 oo 
se 
s 
oO 
ae 
8 6 
Bo 
= 
28 
4) 
oy 

Y 
2 & 
Cc 
o = 
oS Hn 
a 
a O 
Y oO 
o 2 
35 
Sg 
“ Ss 
o> 
no) 
— 
2% 
Sa 
9 + 
wo 


Synaeresis 
arts + poetry 


Every Issue of Synaeresis can be easily read & downloaded at: 


https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/magazines 


Every Issue of Synaeresis can be easily read & downloaded at: 


https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/magazines 


Every Issue of Synaeresis can be easily read & downloaded at: 
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Every Issue of Synaeresis can be easily read & downloaded at: 
https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/home/magazines 
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a journal of contemporary poetry 
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